 
Two armies faced each other in what was once a beautiful glade. Now it was a gray valley surrounded by blackened leafless trees. The upcoming clash on this field was claimed to be epic beyond compare. But it didn't matter who they were, or what they were fighting for. The only thing that mattered was that lives were going to be lost that day. But this isn't a tale for these warriors.

The Sa'arthas Queen continued to lay eggs as she slept soundly atop her impossibly swollen belly. The birthing process was so routine for her that passing an egg through her herniated nethers was no chore at all. Every few moments an egg crowns almost unnoticed and rolls down the underside of her girth into a pile waiting to be carried away by her faithful attendants. She was at peace (at least as much that a Sa'arthas Queen was allowed). The Dragon's power flowed through every part of her being, giving her the miraculous gift to birth armies in its name, and irreparable insanity. Her womb distended to the far reaches of the room, stretched to a frightening limit, the giant transparent sac pulsed with movement as growing eggs were deposited from one uteral chamber to the next. The process was consistent, but slow. So the Dragon blessed his children with other talents to help with this drawback..

On the surface, the armies raced across the field towards each other. It didn't cross anyone's mind that the land they were battling over was dead. Lakes were gone, rivers dried up, trees were dead and the gray stiff blades of grass crumbled to powdery ash beneath their feet as they charged. None knew that a fate worse than Hell awaited them. Both sides closed in on each other, they sped up the pace, bellows of intimidation became a unifying scream as the armies finally made contact. As sharpened metal sunk into flesh, mortal wounds were instant. The first lines fell to their death..

The Queen's eyes snapped open, a scream of elation erupting from her as she awoke. Her magically enhanced vision quickly picked up the sparks of life force flowing down from above as they drifted from the open tunnels before her. Some were shaped like people, some fragments. It didn't matter, they were all drawn to her! It was the Dragon's blessing after all.

One by one the life forces were drawn into her body to feed her brood at an accelerated rate. Her belly, the mass of flesh she spent her existence on, bulged in various places. It contracted slightly then swelled... It repeated this again, and again. Every time it happened, she broiled with eggs being brought to maturity in a matter of moments, and each time she got bigger. Her eyes began glowing a bright red as the power surged through her as more life force was released from the battle above. For the time being it was no longer a slow process.

Two armies lay dead, while one grew even stronger. War was always good. For the Sa'arthas.



So this is Karen.

Eh, I just felt like sharing how the Sa'arthas have some really..really.. really WTF messed up biology and way of life. Well the Queens anyway.



Yup. 